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~~ Mary Fenton was turning over the leaves

of the latestsummernovel in a listiess fash- ‘V ﬂ R L D’ S

jon, »s ale sat on “The Tavern” porch. The
glory of an early June day was about ber,
Ceaar, sugar pine and dogwood gleamed
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from the shower of the day Lefore. Shasta
lilies, wild roses, yellow violets, and myriads
of other flowers, olustering in cloae brother-
hood with the timothy grass in the meadow
beyond, filled the clear air with a peneotrat-
ng fragrance, The meadow lark trilled in
the tall pines, and a small bey reported the
finding of & Hock of young grouse in the
cornfield. The trout were beginning tojump
iu the Sacramento, and the early auglers
were gatbered ija small groups a little dis-
tanoce from her, discuasing with deep intent-
ness the respective merits of brown hackel
versas royal coachman,

Mary Fenton loathed the tone of the
place. 1t reeked of fish; {ish that had been
caught or Looked, and fish to be landed.
Tue atmosplere was monotononsly fishy.
Jt generally 18 on the Sacramento, where
the trout are wary and men sre loyal to
tiiea,

A case of nervous prostration was the os-
tensible canse of Miss Ienton’s removal to
the brecing mountain air; if the family
Galen had but known it, she was more
truly saffering from a severe attack of )n-
decision of mind. Richard Drake was the
subieos of this wavering, whereby her
cheeks were paled and her nights made
sleeploas,

The ham of the refrain, “When I Was on
the McCloud ia ’76.” “Dolly Varacn Weigh-

ing 1en Pounds,' sounded to her ear like
gibberish, as she laid ber book down in hér
iap sod fell to thinking and arguing with
herself the same old story. Moary Fenton
hgd not been of the torlers of thia life, nor
dW sheaspire to that honor, BSPRe had been
bLred ino a scliish sort of way, with deepest
regard for the great ego. llappiness meant
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to her smooth sailing; a nipple on the
gtream, unvleasantness: and unpleasant-
ness, disaster.

In ber trim, tailor-made gown she formed
a natty picture, as she rocked slowly to
and fro in & low ¢bair, under the shadow of
the hop vines that clambered up the pillara
of the piazza. Even the lishermen gave
her a little of their admiration, logether
with the speckled beauties—and the fisher-
men were not youug 1he pucker of
thought on her brow was rather becoming.
lo her pneonscions pose she presented
picture of the best nineteenth-century
cultivasion,

‘Ihe world was very serene to her when
Richard Drake drifted inso ber life. She
hiked him. lHe was welt introduced, be-
longing to the Drakes of lioston, was hand-
some, & trille unconventional, which she
sathered censured, and, jastly, was a banlk
clerk with no fortune, and cared little for
smassing one, s lack ot ambition that she
couid not quite comprehiend, _

At first he startled her 1n ber quiet,
measured existence, then amused, then iu-
terested, and finally was the cause of the
pervons prostration and mountain trip out

of the season.

The Fentons had only a fair supply of
this worla's goods. Young sisters were
Krowing up, anc with marriage Mary koew
that she had her own way to make,
Hichard Drake grew more fascinsting, but
she conld not yet decide whetber life was
worth living with poverty constantly in
the foreground; whether things she prlze_d
dearest conld be given up for one mans
sake, ‘This was the problem that troubled
her as she sat in deep retlection, until she
bheard some oue address her, timidly:

“Would yon like some tiowers, ma’am?”

Startled, she looked np and saw a young
girl with hapds sxtended full of the won-

. derful pitcher plant tuat grows in aband.
ance up the slope of Castle Crags,

“W here did you get them?”

*'Bous tive miles from here.”

*“Did you go yoarsel{§”

Miss Fenton looked curiously at the
yrnng girl, who tlushed slightly as she re-

1ed:

o 'Course, I thouoght maybe you ladiesat
the hotel might like to buy some, ua the
walk's toorough for you.”

“1 will take tuem,” she aaid,

The girl waes a picturesque figuare, tall
sud siender, with s ¢rop of short reddish
cur!s clustering around ker head and sirag-
gling over the brim of an old cigarette hat,
which was faded into a dull bluish gray,
and set well back on her head, leaving the
sun & good chanece to tinge her face with
the rich Lbrown color of bhealth,

She wore an old navy-blue blouse with
collar surued low at the throat, showing a
saperbenrve. Her short ealico skirt was
arenched from sorambling through under-
brush, and clung close to ber ligure. Her
old canvas shoes were & tritle large for her,
and seemed relics together with the hat.

Mary Fenton's face lighted up with new
interest as she looked at the lithe, well-
poised youny ligure.

“Why, you've been ten miles thia morn-
fog end 1t ie s0o wet, and they say there are
rattlesnakes on Castle Crags.”

The gir! langhed. *“Kattlesnakes!’ she
exclaimed, scornfallv. Her large, gray
oyes looked at the speaker in indigonant
protest. *“‘You dou't suppose 1'm such a

baby to be skeered of s rattler. 1've Kilied
mwaony of 'em roand our eabin door in Ure-
gon, l've got twelve rattles and a button
down at thecamp I'll fetch up to show you,
if vou like, some day.”

The [resh voice and honest sonl looking
out from Ler great earnest eyes fnscinated
Mary Fenton ns she drew out her purse to
pay for the orchide, and she tried to keep
her forawhile. Enthusiasm was not good
form in Miss Fenton's world, bat 1t might
be permniited to another class, and the
monuiains, rivers avd lishermen were so
full of eunani to bier jnat then.

“What syour name!” alhe asked,

“KRit—=Kit Joues,” she replied, moving
BWaAY.

“I)o you live in the eamp across the road
with the campers who came last week!?”
Miss Fenton asked with interest,

"*Yes,” ahe aunswered. in a Jow tone of
voice, ““There's only me, mother and Bill,
I mnst go now. !'m the head of the she-
bang. Bill ie sick.,” A sbhade passed over
ber merry, childish face.

“May | come over and see the ratties
some day, and will you bring me some
>hasta lilies?”

“The white kind that amells?’ Kit ques-
tioned. “Hill Likes them best. Yes, | know
the Lest place for them, up the ridge.”

She atarted away on s gquick little ran,
then looked back, sbouting: “You might
eome this eveuing: maybe company wouan'd
do him good.”

She was graceful asa young deer as she
Tan across the road and disappeared 1nto &
clumwp of pines, from the midst of whieh
ascended a bluv curl of soke.

Thoe day wore on and Miss Fenton had
Dot written the letier that she had slmwost
decidea was 1o send llichard Drake to his
fate, The long afternoon was coming to »
close. Mrs, Pendragon, Mars’s annt sand
chaperon, had repaired to the spring with
her chums for ber after-dinner glass of
soda water., lhe fishermen, after stealth.
ily watebing each other's miovementis, had
vinnk off, one by one, tu diflerent direc-
frons, rods 1o hand, to whip the stream.

Mary Fenton dechined all invitations. as
phe sat watohing the binesmoke among the
pimesa, and resolvea to stroll over to the
camp.

She thought of the invalid, and took
sonie choice frait, which bad Lheen sent her

the day before, and sauntered across the |

road.

Before she reached the camp she heard a |

dry, backing ecough, whieh foreboded too

well the uatare of the malady, She stopped |

s minoate before the campers saw her and
jarveyed the scene,

There were two tents pitched elose to-
gether nnder two big sugar pines, and a 112
tis to one mide four young saphingahad been
cut off and roofed over with a covering
made of rough grain sacks sewn together.
| nder that, on & couch made of pine
bonghs and covered with two or thres
ratchwork ealico quilts, lay a young fellow
wWho icoked soarcely twenty-two or three,
couching as if h:s very sounl was racked
with pain. 1t needed but a glance at las
sunken cheeks and hollow eyes to tell her
that he was doomed. She Lad seen so many
#ueh hopaless cases 1n Santa Darbara and
Ban ego,

Apesling before a very small fire, Liow-
l!la: Xl
Kit. ller hat was thrown on tne ground, a
red shaw! was pinned across ber ahoulders
and she looked like » young dryad sus she
pufled at thedull embera, An old woman,
with earewornfface snd gray bhair twisted
into a hard little knob, was standing near
an improvised shelf,
of 1at bacon intoa frylng pan.

Mary Fenton felt in » tiash that she knew
thew—"Me¢ sud mother and Bill"~and folt

| plained shortly,
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in sympathy with them. The midor chord

in life is very fascinating when it does not |

vibrate for ourselves,

Kitsaw her at lagt, and sprang up hasti-
ly. hor cheeks atlame from the exertion,
and her short curla, tossed and tangled by
the evening wind, standing up hke a halo
about her head. Kit was hardiy more than
sevenseen, bnt well developed for her age,
showing the eftect of mountain air and
training.

“Giad to sea you!” She extended her
hand, grimmy with ashes and charred stioks,

The old woman Jooked up without any
interest at the arrival—no light in her
faded gray eyes.

“Mother,” Kit waved her hand, by way
of introduection, in the direction ot the fry-
ing pan.

The old woman grimly nodded.

“Bill.” Her voice softened as shestepped
near the conch, The mun looked up with
agleam of 1nterest as Mary Fenton came
forward and offered him the fruit.

“Thanks.,” He spoke in a fretful voice,
broken by conghing. *“I'm powerfal tired
of baron. Them chesries jook cool.”

Kit's hands hung listlessly by her side. A
look of distress orept into her sofs eyes, *'[
know, Bill, it's powerful hard, The bacon
1s aalt and hard; but it's all | can av just
now, May be to-morrow—" her {face
brightened—*"1"m going to get some lhilies
for Miss Fenton, and they’ll let me have a
little beef, juss for you, at the hotel.”

With a shrug of fzettul impatienoce the
man tarn his face away from them, aund lay
silently munching the fruit,

“Your brother is gquite 111,” Miss Fenton
uai% a8 Kit accompanied her across the
road.

“My vrother! Why, it's B1ll!” Kit looked
upinto her face with surprise, and then
said 1o explanation: "Il forgot—everybody
kEnew about us in Oregon. Hill and [ are
sweoeothoearts—Lhave Dbeen 8ince we were
little kids«, Weare going to be married.”
shestraightened herself up with a comical
airof dignity, *when Ihll gets well.,” Her
voice falterea, ““Miss Mary—mayn’'t [ call
you that?! I heard the old lady at the hotel
say your name and I liked it. Will you
walk np the road a piece with me thiseven.
ing, the way you see Shasta?! Woe see the
white mounting at home, and when alump
comes 1nto my throat and 1 feel a bit down
it does me good tosce it up there in the
shy. looking down upon me just as it does
at home. All the time when we weére com-
ing I kept looking over my shounlder, and
the white mounting kept following us, as
if1t was going to take koer of all of nua”
She drew her sleeve across her oves, as if
to brush away a littlemostare, then palled
the old cigarette hat down low over her
face, giving it asort of rongh pat. “lt's
one of Bill's old ones,” she sard ina half
aside, ]

It wasgrowing dusk. The long shadows
of the pines on either side lengthened quite
across the road, nntil their tips were Joss
in the wild tangle of azaleas and bracken
by the wayeide.

The Sacramento kept upa gurgleanda
rush jnst below, whieh blended 1n with the
soft soughing of the pines, Mary l'enton
walked close by Kit's side and waited for
ber to speak.

“Weli, Miss Mary, yon are so good tohim,
I'll tell yon just from the beginning; and |1
think, Miss Mary, | knowed the firat min-
ute that | saw yoa setting there in thas
rocking obair that you was an zngel, and
may be conld help Bill,

“Mother and me lived all alone in a
ealin 1n sounthern Oregon,
killed when 1 was born—spree,” she ex.
“*Mother has alwavs hag

| meorkof a misery since, She's never happy,

' Bailt's folks lived
i Itles awany,

She dudn't want

next to na,

even here, to come,

‘bout two

wiue niweyvs sickly; didn't litke bovs; so

. when | was big enough we played together,

| other.

and il was good to me, and ! used to tight
for il

“IBill's folks went home to Missouri, and
Bill stayed. He's a wood chopper, and me
and Ihll we've always loved each
Me and motber  farmed
our ground ourssives, and we've
nlways been dirt poor; but me and
il was always Lappy. You see. Miss

| Mary, if folks have got each other in this

if her life depended npon it, knelt |

catting thick pieces .

world, they've got all that's wanted. Then
Bill took cold last winter —had a fever. |
took bimi howms and nursed i, He was
pretiv bad, It was a hard winter, wet,
and I theaght it never wonld stop,
ot punier and panier, Mother said it waas
the way of the Lord, because [ was so set
on bill, but, Mies Mary, | knowed batier.”

Ihey reached the view of Shasta, and

| Walked 1o s hittle spot nway from the road.

l

!-gu picked our a smoolh log, folded Misa
Yeotou's shawl over 1, and made her sis

Bill's older than me, bot he |

il |

. the mick

| topn joined in [
| apd moved on with the rest ot the summer

. breeze stirred,
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down, while she stood facing the great
white mountain,

“It kept on raning, and 1 rode to the
doetor’s, ten miles from our oabin, and he
said to bring Bill here, where the air wns
dryer, and give bim a chance; so ]l didn't
wais, but hitohed up to our little wagon
and wecame, It has rained here, batit
ain't going to any more, and he will get
well; 1 know 1t.” Her voice grew more
cheerful with hope,

8he stood silent for & moment, with face
uplifted in thought, and then noticing the
stars beginuning to come out, one by one,
above Shasta, she said: “*\Vhy, Miss Mary,
1It's gotting cold. You'll have a ehill, We
must be going home.”

All the way back Kit chatted cheerfully,
telling little atories of ner home, all en-
twined with anecdotes of Uill and full of
his praises,

As they neared the camp the same hack-
ing cough breoke the stillness of the night.
Kit started as if it hart her.

*I shouldun’t have left him, Wait a mo.
ment, Mias Mary, I mmost give him his med-
icine, then I’l]l vee you home.”

Miss Fenton declhined her ofler, as 1t was
ouly n short distance to the tavern, and as
she turned away she heard the guerulous
tones of the invalid scolding Kit, who an-
sweted him with chesry tenderness.

One of the fishermen joined her as she
peared the tavern, showing her his basket
of two-pounders, Her thoanghts were up-
lifted, sud she half absent-mndedly ad-
mired Lis booty and sought her room,

Poor little kKit, ignorant, ha!f-formed

child, had raisea Mary enton to heights
she had notdreamed of. I1f Richard Drake
bad been there thiat night to press his suit,
sho oould have put herseif 1a the back-
ground sr.d been ready to face the world
with him.
" Dayligbt often bringe us down fron oar
pedeostals: 80 it was with her. Sbe was not
quite so surein the mormung. Itiseasler to
be heroic by the glamoeoarofmoonlight than
in the clear rays of tie midday san.

The letter wae still unwritten, but the
mountainsg possessrd a new interest to her,

Mrs. Pendragon wrote privately to Mra.
Fenton that Muary was gaining color and
appetite, and vever mentioned ghe objec-
tionable young man, but turned her atten-
tion 1o a “dirty lot of Orez n eampers,.”

IKit ran in for a few moments every day,
Lringing white Shasta hlies, rare ferns
from *'away up Sody creek.”or burning
tiger lilies, regal in brown and gold, and
Miss Fenton kept the invalid, who wasrap-
idly failing. supplied with dainties,

sShe found ont very soon that Bill was
commonpiace and aollish, He had a rathsr
bandsome, weak face, and Kit wae blind
to his weaknesses and fanits, He grew so
much worse that Kit could bardly leave
bim at last, The weather was warm, and
she worked all day, and often sat upall
nightto watch by his side and humor his
fancies., He was not able to walk, the ary
nir conld vot help. And then kit never
came to the tavern, and Mary Fenton went
to herevery day.

Mrs. Jones frotted to go bome. **11iil's as
good one plece ny another,” she grumbled;
but Kitelung to the bLelief that there Lhe
must get well,

As the days passed on, the sick man grew
weaker and weaker and more fretful, Kig
eat by him all the timme, ns lhand in hers.
There were dark rings widening nuder her
eyes from sleepless nights, and the young
cheeks wore growing hollow, Mary lenton

_ | saw with a pang that the slender lingers
Father was |

which she ran througd the carly erop were
growing pitifally thin,

Kit had becoms very dear to her. She
conld not bear to see the bright young life
merged into this dall sadness, and she folt
beiplass, Kit would not believe what was
shorily eoming. Every time that Miss
Fenton eame with something tempting and
man refased 1, she would say,
with a ghost of the old merey langh,
*“You've apoilt him, Miss Mary: nothing's
good ecough now.”

The guy tavern life wenton, Mary Fen-
e drives and walks, aanced

guesis, but ber Leart was with Kit, under
thio pines,

“\\ hat do you see 1n tuat little curly-
headed OUregzon giri!” one of the fishermen
asked langhingly.

“My better self)”
passed on,

iha, weather was

she answered, and

very sultry. The

Jagged peaks of Castle Crazs stood bare !
Not s |

and graov againstthe deep biue sky.
Even the river moved
slnggishly, hike oil. July bhad been ush-
ered 10 by a porth wind, ana that aiways
moana dry, enervating, lifeless heat,

The ludies lounged sround the tavern
plazza in ¢ool white mushin, with pslm-
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leaf faus and 10ed lemonades near at hand,
aud growled vehemently. The iishermen
wiped the perspiration from their fore-
beads, assorted their Ilies, and each tried
to outvie the other in new fiah stories.

Mary Fenton sata little to one side, over-
come by the heat, and giving up the iaea
of secing Kit thatday. Again her book lay
1dly in ber lap, and she sat dreaming.

Coming up the road in the hot, dazzling
sun, Kit walked slowly through the dust,
ber hands clasved together and her eves
staring intently down at the ground. She
walk so slowly she seemed hardly to
move,

**Miss Mary.” Shespoke in hollow tones,
without looking up. ““Miess Mary, I’ve gcome
to tell you. Bill's goue—last night—"
Nothing but dull apathy in her face, not a
sob to break the silence, She stood full in
the heat, a broken, lifeleas fignre.

Mary Feuton pressed her hand warmly in
hers in assurance of help.

“If yon wouldn’t mind, Miss Mary,
conldn’t 1t be where he might see the
mountain? Yoo know, | can see it &t home,
and 1t wonld be something for us to have
togsther,” '

")’gs. dear child, I will do anything for
you.

Mary Fenton's eyes were brimming over
with tears, as she stood still in the sun-
shine and watched the young figure, bent
with gricf, disappear slowly among the
pines,

Mary Fenton started, *I did not think
that 1t would be so soon, dear.” She went
down the steps, close to the wirl, and took
her hand., *‘Come out of the sun. Come.”

Kit raised her eyes, & depth of sad re-
proach in them. *Do you think I would
leave him now, Miss Mary?’ She contin-
ved in ghe same monotonous tone, as Miass
Fenton' hastened to get her hat to accom-
pany her: “*Don’t come, Miss Mary. I wounld
rather you wonld not. 1 must be alone for
this little while,” she faltered, 'Mother
’lows we must get along home day after to-
morrow, and we mnst leave bhim. 1 came
to you—to fix things.” :

**Suoh devotion, such unselfishness, such
bravery, i1s gedlike,” she murmuared to her-
self. “She asked for nothing and gave
everything—poor child!”

Miss Fenton attended to Kit's request,
and the duy after Bill was laid at reston a
billside, where the glecm of Shasta could
always be seen.

The next wmorning she went to the camp
and found Mrs, Jones busily packing up,
more cheerful than usual, ‘1The tents were
down, and Kit wae lifting the heavy things
with her strong young arms, aud tying
them inuto the wagon., She wore the same
old blouse and cigarette hat, but all the
pnoyancy was gone from her face. Hbhe
was very guiet as she called Miss Fenton
aside and untied an old stooking.

1 want to pay you for—everything.”

*“No, ehild., 1 can never repay you, Kit.”

Kit gazed at her with a look of dazed in-
guiry; then went on harnessing the oid
raw-boned horse and hitched bhim to the
wagon. _

“It will be lighter drivin’ home,” Mrs.
Jounes observed, as she tucked the Jast
Llanketaround the fryiong pan.

Mary Fenton never forgot the look of
mute agony that crept into Kit's big soft
eyes as she looked at ber mother. Then
she pulled ber hat further down over her
face with the same old westare, as she
clambered into the high seat of the wagon
and took the roins, while her mother got
up bheside her. .

*“Yon will havea long, hot drive,” Miss
Fenton said stupidiy,

“Oh, we'll stop with folks oyer night,
and 1t will bLe real pieasant,” Mrs. Joues
answered, tying her sunbonnes stringes,

Mary Fenton eclimbed np on the wagon
whoeel, and kissed Kit warmly, and whis-
pered, “I’il take some Shasta lilics to his
grave. | will remembep.”

I'hen a cracking of the long willow
ewitoh thas served forawhip, the old horse
started no, and they weras gone.

Mary Venton watehed the bobbing of the
sbort reddish eurls amid 1he clonds of duss
gntil s tarn 1a the road hid them; then she
sat down uander a pine, covered her face
with ber hands and cried.

sbhe sat there {or some time, At last ale
heard » footstep erackling the dricq pine
needlss and looked ap.

“Dick! she exclsimed with o start, and

' bagan, womanh ke, smootbing the ratiled

Lair on her forehead.

“lthoaght you werenever going to write,
80 ) canie to you,” He held out hie hand
to ber, 'l eame on the morning trasip,
missed vou at tho taverp, and was told thas
you were over in thisgdlrection, helping
some proteges ol yours. Crying! listle
wowan” He caught sight of her tear-
stained face, theun taking it between both

! bis hands, he said tenderiv, **Now, Mary,

tell me, have vou decided?”

The answer came very faintly, “Yes,
Dick.” Then bhalf to herself she repeated
Kit's homely words, "If folke have got
each other in this world they've got all
that's wanted. Oh, Dick,” she continued,
with the new enthusiasm shining in her
eyes, enthusisam that she had always
voted bad form, ‘‘the noblest sonl I ever
saw has gone from me to-day.”

Mary Fenton’s life was blessed by Kit's
unconscious hand, and poor little Kit, tar
away on ber Oregon land, toiled loyally,
looking up at night at Shasta’s white peak
and praying that she soon might fold her
hands, and thatsheand Bill could be happy
together pomewhere above the great white
mountain,

—Mary Willis Glascock, in the Overland.
——l) & G

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

The tune “Yankee Doodle” is said to
have originated in the French and Indian
war, before the Revolution.

France 1s the only Europvean country
which has to.day fewer ablebodied ‘men
than 1t had thirty years ago,

Attilin, King of the Hane, was baried in
three coflins—the first of gold, the second
of silver and the third of iron.

The ground in an open lot at East Great
Plains, Conn., has been struck by light-
ning nine different times in the past seven
years.

In 1585 London had 555,000 houses,
with 4,120,000 population. It covered an
area of 75,000 acres. There were 1,580 miles
of streots.

Siam’s exports last year inclnded no less
than six and [ half tons of birds’ nests
sent to Hong Kong to make the celebrated
Chinese soup.

Cuba has 192 coffes plantations, 700 sugar
plantatious, 4,500 tobacco eatates, 3,200 cat-
tle farms and 1,700 small farms devoted 1o
varions products,

No representation of the face of a man
was evor atamped on » ocoin wptil after
toe death of Alexnnder the Great, who was
regarded as a divinity,

The mnaee used by the Speaker of the
House of Kepresentatives is made of thir-
teen obony rods twined together and held
in place Ly silver banda,

The mite meptioned in the Gospel 1n
conucotion with the widow’s contribution

to the treasnry was a Greek copper coin
welghing eighteen grama,

A noted physician says that the moat
prolific causes of wowan's nervoos dis-
enses, hysterics, spioal diseases and sick
headaches is high-heeled Loots,

The first horse railroad was made in
1520, Now every country town has its
sireet-car liue, and even Constantinople
and Jerusalem have snch faoilities,

The greatest domes in the world are
those of St. Peter's, Nt. Panul's, the In-
valides, in Paris, St lsasac's, in St Peters-
burg. and the Capitol, in Washingron.,

Kasper sars that of clergymen, 42 per
cent, reach seventy years; of farmers, 40;
merchanta, 35 soldiers snd clerka,
ilawyers. 2U; teachers, 25; physicians, 24,

A copper token, the size of a silver Jol-
lar, 1ssued by the anthority of the First
Congress, and bLearing the date of *1774.”
is prized very hLighly by Capt. G. W. Bul.
lene, of Seattle, Wash.

The Delnge was threatened in the year
1586, and began on Dee. 7. 1656, B. C.. and
continued 277 days. The ark rested upon
Mount Ararat on May 6, 1037, but Noah did
pot leave it until Dee. 15 following.

A watch that was worn by Alexander
Hamilton when the lieclaration of In-
depondence was signed, and slso dor.
ing the duel with Aaron Burr, isin the
possession of Loais M, Hablins, of Madi-
son, Wis,

According to an election return jast
made to the Dritiabh Parliament, there are
6,229,120 voters in the Unitea Kingdom,
There were 4.502.4582 in England, 270206
Wales, 747,271 1o Ireland, aund 619,041
Scotland.

In Holland a woman is a secondary con-
stderation—and a poor consideration at
that. No I)nteh gentleman, when walking
on the sidewnlk, will move ont of his way
forn lady. The latter turns out invari.
ably. howover moddy or dangerous the
street,

We have an idea that the 1'nited Statos
is agreat place, with its €0000,000 peopls,
Lunt there nre 800,000,000 people in Asia, and

e
o)-’;

more than 200,000,000 ia Africa. The sci-

|

entific estituats 18 that there are 1,450,000«
000 people on the earth, of whom net more
than 300,000,000 wear clothing fr.om neck to
sole,

The Grand Lodge of Masons was foundad
1 Provideuce in 1791, and two years later
the Providence Royal Areh Chapter, No. 1,
was ipstituted by & few Masons of that de-
gree, who obtaiued a charter from Wash-
ington Chapter. Ite centennial was cele-
brated 1n Providence on Sunday last,

The distinction of being the only man
alive who worked on the first Awerican
railway is claimed for Lewis Cheney, of
ClLelses, Mass. The ratliroad was known as
the "Graniterailway,” and was built in 1524
at Quincy, chiefly to transport stone for
building Bunker Hill moenumens. Mr.
Chneney 18 eighty-five years old.

Who save the Englishman is a mournfal
oreature and has Do Interest in smuse-
ments! If so, how does it happen that the
theators and other places of entertsinment
in LLondon are large enough to provide sit-
tings at one time for all the nbabitants
of Ldinburgh, 264,000 1n number, and even
then there wounld be 20,000 sittings to spare?

The fiction of the deadly upas tree of
Javae has only this basis of fact to rest up-
on: T1he tree exudesa poisonons juice thas
the natives use to mix with other mngredi.
ents to coat their arrows; it also grows
only in the Jow-lying Java valley, where
deadly earbonic gas more or less slways
eacapes from the crevices of the volcanie
rockes.

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

Had to Economize,
Atlanta Constitution.

*] see that the editor pitched & man ous
the winadow,’

*Yes, times are so hard and powder is so
high.”

The Correct Way.
Chicesgo Record.

The Ignoramus—Whioh is right, *I ride
bomwe in & coup” or 1l ride Lowe 1n &
coupoay?”’ - .

The lmpecune—~Neither; I ride bome ina
street car.”

Two of o Kind
New York Wecekly.

Jinks—Did you everread "The Man With.
out a Country?”

Winks—No, but [ can sympathize with
bim, Iam “lhe Maa Without Apy Rela-
tives in Chiesago.”

ienervus.
Saint Botelph.

“[ heard a complhiment for you last nighs,
Miriam!”

“What was it, Lizette?”
~ “Colonel Bronson said you were exceed-
ingly well preserved.”

Desarcved Somne Credit,
Strent & Smithi's Geol News,

Teacher—This little nursery poem is re-
markable. 1id yoa mske it all ap your.
selt?

Bright Boy—No'm; it was in s book, bud
I bouaht the book with my*own money.

Agcountnug for Io
Yogue.

Willie—Youn never drink sny water, do
yout i 5F ——F

i‘eatherstone—Not if 1 can belpit, Willie,

Willie—I suppose you are airaid it will
make your perve rusty. Distur saysitis &
casl-iron ope.

Wasted Energy.
Clhiciwgo Recotidl

Fthel—Lmma's awfally put ont.

Elamne—What's the matter!

F.thel—Why, she went to the trouble of
makiog a feartul foss over a little mouse,
and come to find out there wasn't a wan
near to 100K at ber.

Eerplexang,
Voo
He—Idonot well see how you can be &

! gister to me,

She—And why not, pray?

He—Because | ean’t remember ever hav.
ing been spanked on your account, snd yoa
nover told any lies for me.

It Might Huve Peen Worse,

EBalnt Potolph

“Why, Bridget. did mamma Lave anothet
bhustand before she married my vapal”

“Yis, darthing, but he doied, yor see,”

“On, Bridzet, 'in 80 sorry mamma lost
her huabana!”

“Faith, an’ ye'd betiher be glad, Besme,
If he'd lived hq might & made y~ sorusl
stipfey thern”




